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fish,  and  even this,  eaten without salt,  he found rather
insipid in taste.
At intervals the djins handed round calabashes filled with
a hot, moderately sweet drink, but they were not allowed to
sit or join in the revelry; and as soon as the feast was finished
the women withdrew; nor did Rashleigh see a single djin
during the rest of the day.
After the women had departed, the calabash containing
the roots which the two djins had been pounding was handed
to the carandjie, who divided up the contents into a great
many portions, which were put into smaller calabashes.
These were then filled with water and the mixture heated
by means of red-hot stones placed in the vessels. The hot
liquor was then drunk from shells dipped into the cala-
bashes, and when Rashleigh tasted some it reminded him
of fermented Spanish liquorice, except there was a pungent
acridity which clung to the palate after the liquor had been
swallowed. Practically the whole tribe became speedily
intoxicated, dancing, shouting, fighting, and singing for
several hours, until when at last Rashleigh was able to wrap
himself in an opossum rug and lie down to sleep the whole
assembly of savages were strewn about, dead drunk.
The next day Rashleigh, despite the fact that he had been
abstemious, suffered all the after-effects of a heavy night's
debauch, but his case was enviable compared with that of
the majority of blacks, who looked literally half dead from
the potent liquor. The old carandjie seemed to suffer more
than any, lying in a torpor with his head pillowed in the lap
of his favourite djin, who served him at intervals throughout
the day with cooling drink.
A few days after the feasting Rashleigh's wounds began to
cicatrize, and over each gash a wavy scar as thick as his
middle finger had formed. The old wizard now gave him a
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